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He straightened his back and moved round the bed to the
open door. Yes! the kettle was hissing now. It would soon
boil. He started laying his breakfast on the desk by the win-
dow, pushing aside his papers, spreading out a clean towel for a
table-cloth, arranging bread and butter and milk and sugar
with the ponderous gravity of a priest at an altar.
This had come to be one of Dud's happiest moments in the
twenty-four hours. His most happy moments were when Wiz-
zie, in a really receptive mood, allowed him to make love to
her; but of late, for reasons which were obscure but which he
vaguely attributed to her infatuation for the "Venetian Post,"
these moments had been rare, and the rarer they grew the
more meticulous unction he bestowed on these interludes of
solitary self-indulgence.
The kettle was steaming violently now, and he hastened to
make his tea and boil his eggs.
Seated in front of his window which was propped open,
this fine May morning, with a toy trumpet he had picked up in
the Amphitheatre, he set himself to enjoy the sounds that
came up from the street while he munched his bread and butter.
Something about the pollen-dust freshness and fragrant balmi-
ness of the air made it easier for him than ever before to envis-
age, as if it really were his destiny to accept such a grot-
esque situation, the probability that Uryen Quirm was his
begetter.
"But if he is," he said to himself, "I must be a double-dyed
Welshman!"
Dud's glance now happened to fall on one of the sheets of
paper he had pushed aside to make room for his extempore
table-cloth. He stretched his arm and pulled it towards him,
spreading it over his empty plate, while one of its edges rubbed
against his empty egg-shefis.
Perusing a line or two of what he had written, he suddenly
had an inspiration with regard to an important change he
must make and without more ado he reached for his pen,
knocking his cup into the saucer as he did so with the move-
ment of his sleeve.
In the midst of inserting this change at the end of Chapter
Twelve he laid down his pen and gazed fixedly out of the
window. The nesting rooks in the high elms of Acland House
garden were making a fine cawing, and into this upper level

